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" THE . THIRD

Eyright, 1886, by Stephen Crane)
' PART IV.
~ {Continued from last Sunday.)
CHAPTER XXIV.
S Panny,” rald friel looking across
table at his friend, “if a4 man
(sl heap of two vielets, how much
B would he think of a thousand vieles?
B #Two into 8 thousand goés five hun-
BN @refl times, you o0 =il Ponnoyer
woulll answer your question i It
re not upon a forbidden subjeet.”
the dlstance Wrinkles and
pdn were making welsh-rabbits.
Hold vour tongue,'” said Hawker.
arians.”
sGriel,” gald Ponnoyer,
] Bt g woman lstier than the
amiverse, how mch does he love the
whole universe?"
Gawd knows"
*Although it 1l
Sour question.”
B wikinkles and Flopinida cume
b the welsh-ralibits vory  Eviur
S There.” suid Tlorinda. "“Snon &
Rre finished, I amust 1L is
Safter 11 o'clock. Pour the nle, Griel
BUAL A Inteér time Pursle SBanderson
entered from the He hung up
his hat and cost o Jook of pr
IRl isantistaciion ol b
SN fenst. “Who has
.'!“D:f'ii‘é " i 11 yon thel we
SEraceloss sotan., L yon
il stand oo 1 o the two
! oty hape,” said Peonoyet.
m‘\ aat the''—
SOk,  that's =l

*if a man

wl)e

A Grief, piously.

bref me o answer

o home. 1t

i
mnants of

von

d hal?
grecantly,

Gricf, “but you
something mbout the two
r:l'.hm Weren't Fou naw, 3
Sanderson Anned
Ehat's the row?
B “No row atall”
SAn- asrecment o Rer r
B tering obstiontely about
two violetsT'

mbbit, F
“and - never

a

=Well, what
L 8wo, viglels T
BN H0m, ., it is Sust
§ gibher ath any il
=] think I Know
idingr.  “lv is sometling
Billie Howker. -
Cganel upd  Pennoyer sooffed, and
AW rinkles said:  ~You know nothing
atut It, Splutter. It doesn’t concorn
“Billle Hawker ¢ {14
L “Well, then, i= he
svays for?” cried Folrinda,
Wrinklis resched for his guitar and
pliyed o serensde. The slver moan
shining”—
=y up,” =

Then Flarin

g this buoslness aboat

dome  dream, (They
said Florinda nod-
that coptarns

w Iy InokKing side-

Eis ni the
+ who desiroyed

weish-rpubic dn
Miys you, 18 1L, Bille™
son.  “'You arz
L =1 don't know
mhout” replied He

vom, honestiy ™

said Sander-

whni fhevira

asked Flor-

Hitle "

TNl

was in iL"
" paid Pennoyer

Well, only a
= There” .
mpgain. T Xnew
[ r s j=a't inodt oo
Land Gitel.

Later, wher
Leome exhiiusle
o go after & furt 1y and as he
|rose, 4 gusstion ) porne 10 the
: e Mg i pend there
Mhe moment T owas closced
'-’:upon T, “What ls

iihn_na.

noldtine

garertes hod be-

the
i vohintsered

Hawkes:

ered Pennoyer
joves Fe sut
g A foriress of

Penny, T think

“0h, o on, tel” me.
: Grief., you tell

i VErY Inean.
Fou are 3 -

whe silver moon 1s shining.'’
ti0h, come my love W me”
SNy heart''—
" "Be sitll, Wrinkl
mas it Griet? Oh, |
.hn". e
B srkat do you want to kKoow for?
Mied Grief vastly caspersted. “You've
; more  Blamed . It Ju““.
5 T )
said Florinda
& tell me.”
clgarettes,
an-

vl vou.. What
pnhead and twell

Esnllenly, “or you W
. "When Hawkes
Plorinda smoked
ounced: ~W

rougit

arl ‘ll_-l] }'U'n-.l
Throw satoe o
ko wing owall

Shonor ufl CORVe

“wetl

Gl

stinguished
Splatier

e

r speedlly

fithe tables

POttt the dishes at o
EHers ngers ®
Spack of cards: togeth
feagerness of o "

- feer were face
seannad s 1

was

1 - i M
saw another & I
ivtle paiv. Sunderson's
% ted -him.
E#Same to the dealer,”
By hist you goi, Wrink ™"
CeNothing,"” =ald Gr

upward on the talbls

eald Griefl

exhibliing iv
“Good-bye,
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‘repaired. Moreover, shopkeepers whose (at an obvipusly endless building of

|
I:‘.n:r:nljr\-u!

stuiies Were  adjocens  placed frucks
and ather vehicles strotegoticaly in the
darkness.  Into this tangied midnight.
Hawker conduected Florinda, The great
avenue behind then was no more than

| & level stromin of gFollow light. and the

distant merry bells might have bean on
hoat= floating down {t. Grim lonell-
nes= hung over the gneouth shapes In
the strest which was helng repalired.

“HEillle,"” sald the girl suddenly, “what
makes you so midin to me?’

A peaceful citizen embrged from be-
hind o pils of debriz, but he might not
have becn a peaceful citlzen, so the
girl elung v Hawlker.

“Why, I am not mean to you, am I'?"
he =aid.

“Yes,"” she answered. Az they slood
on the steps of the tat of innumerable
fire escapes, she slowly tuwrned and
ivolted up at hinu  Her face was of A
strange pillor In this durkness. and
her ayes were as when the moon shined
in u lakes of the hills

He returned her glance. “Florinds,™
he oried, s if enlightened, and gulping
=uddenly it semething ln his' thrapt.
The girl studicd the steps and moved
frum slde to side; as do the gullty ones
in country =chool ‘houses. Then she
want slowly into the fint,

Thore wag a little red lamp hanging
on a4 pile of stones to warn people that
the street was bhelng repalred.

CHAPTER XXV.

“T'll get my cheek from the Gamin
on Saturdey,” g0l Grief, “They bought
that siring of comics""

“Well, then, we'll arrange the present
funds to last until Satorday noon™
=nld Wrinkles. “That gives us quite &
ot We eon have o rable d'hote: on

g

hier of the Gamin
r hi=

il sudd: U Very  sorry,
Warwiokson, but
Come around any

ing

4
Y.

=a%d Grl
£ » the d

1=d with mage. “Dan'c gt

untll Manday morning dny

»d and flung a

Erisolio into the
dinnges d

“*Taund Penfiover,

at one= o profound dess=alr,

‘Monday morning any time after 10"

Wrinkles In nstordshmens

enking

and =orpow,
WHi'r Goief
izxtalswing the

marchisl to
fuentuce

amd] fro
‘Penshyer

9

Lund Wrinkles allowed dhsir under fnws

o fadl and remalned as men smitien
hotwesn (he eves by the god of calam-

L USngilir thing,” mutic~cd Pennover

“What |

tn this two vinlet busi- |

to |

all pair,” ven- |

“Twin

said Hawker: “Throe

s ‘e sald Grief
she foriunatce na

3 o Third avenu:"
to the window.

d, whesling abodr

HEiHe, you
Hemven guide

* ahe sald in sure

S ever mind, Splutten T win somes
1 gl Pennoyar. “Mes @

sGood might. nld- girl"”

Haklos, They crowded in Lhe doar-

Hoid onto Billle. Temdrmber the

golng uap” Peanoyer called

figently into the sivgian black-
“Oan you see all right?

4 fived in a flat with fire es-

: written all over tha face of ji

Lgtreat 0 Tront was being repaired,

1 been said by imbeelle residents

wipinity t(hat

allowest to remain down for o

time io be Invalided by the

mailione, Dut that It was Kept

y stacked in lttle mountains

the unteazing vigilance of a

". _ard herolc clty govermment,

Anefated tlmt éverything should

padred. The aldermin for the dis-

i sometinees ashed indignaniy

llow members why Lhis dtreet

been

&t once ordered It to be |

. )

-

| the resambiamnes of
weerd)

the paving wis |

B Nast
AS FOOTI B
mMore meals -

=0, well"— =il Wreinkles, He took
up hia gulins

Hih, s folks
won't steal’

"TWiy downr yandleh In ' 4" coln-

&

my Jdat & niggah

J.\h catght wo In my oohn
down yondeh in 4' cobn
up,"” saill Criefl, as Il umwiil-
ing to bhe moved from his despair.
“0bh, fet up,” #uld Penmoyer, as i he
vesliked the voice and 1he ballad.
I M= stwllo Hawker sat braced
neryanely forward on 4 lle stool be-
his mll Duwh eass] Theee
13 luy on tee floor nesr him 'and
ghared] at em constantly while
W 4l 1he Jarpe canvas on ths

Ll L=t
He sfemed engaged in soms kind of
diel,. Hie Lalr disheveled, his eves
K wes in a deadly scouffle,
wak the ldstilecapa of
1. aE if seen through powdes
(e, anid all the zkies bBurned prexd

=

sinleer

ArsK

- FOPTL
st S 1 2 fleld of ¢ s
. Hawxer s=emed] atacking with thin
. vthiag fafr and bewuciful of
and - he &
Idatdy.

wly, form-
. the an-
He mighil
awond,

the door

Tuscing With ¢

a knaock at

in""  Popnoyer entared 3 g

Ealy. el e Hawker, =ith an
O Aviser: in s voice. He
turned the ranvas precisedy a5
rge~ from a flghe. O

“IWhat S

ome

stowly changed,

. “Grief was
bait: ¢they pu
and - po, you

1¥.
untll Molday,
r—well——
" eafd Hawker ago'in.
Pennoyer flad o Hawker
1 s before Sis work: He
the anvas in 3 meditndtion
ound ~hat 1t was probably un-
g 11

Thae Ught fr
mcre gl mors
Onoe he @

rtain 4 ng
el hie pipe

‘:u.] paffed |-

ot Birve o=

was nuat 3Ught,

I with o vague, ques
Tlete cagnie anoibhit
ro MGo to the devil™
ng hs head

ed the corpidor 'then
Haollie! He®), boy! Just
L Come in—

respectable |

Fay, who was the |

went mod over thils

" eald Hell
from thia

dixi

naden, recovering
onsianght,  Who—
you Imdians find W

M, we tumdlel” they oried In de-
We suniblsd™
snid Holondes,
“Anadt i
of Blockhoade ™
iy, w2 tumbled.”
In-Shair e “Bux
That's the
“Well, =he was a girl
Yo, Gooon”
“A New York girl”
“Yes. Go 2t iy
“A pecfectly pnvuning New York giel
of & yvery wealthy aad rather old-fash-
ioned fumitv.™
"\l

reproaching
Nt ¥ou were such

Els iz

wio
nainc, b

it

i e she?
s paat
fthe Matierhicrn.

at alL”

You don't mean
Iy  siatad on 1o
Poor ol 1Hile
=kl Holizhden ocoms

a common hi=zhl of Purple
1-ta eall pttention a2 poukd
the den to some jiil
in = Bespiizi. Upon shis sipir.
when Sandetzorn pol Grisf were burlsd
I slombier, Pennoyer moved restlessly,
“Wrink.” he called softly lods ths dark-
wition of the divan wiskd
e tiy A ec] eoe
Whnt?" said Wrinkles In a surly
volee. His mind had evidently been
caught at the threshold of sleap.
“Tws you think Florinda cares much

| for' Billle Howkaer?”

Wrinklea fretted through some oaths
"How o thunder 30 1 Know?" The
divan creaked as he turned his face to
the ovall, :

“Well," muttersd Pennoyer,

CHAPTER XX¥VI. .

The harmony of summer sunlight on
leéaf and blade nt% s mtgdwn
to e windows,

-

they eradd agaln, |
she? |

brown stone abiout which there was
the poetry of a prison. Inside, great
folds of lace swept down in orderly
cascades, as water trainsd to Tall
mathematically. The colossal chende-
Her, gleaming like n Sfamese head-
dress, esught the subile flashes from
unknown Dlaces.

Hawker heardl a step and the soft
swigshing of a woman's dress, He
turned toward the door swiftly with
a cortaln dramatic Impulsiveness. But
whin she enterad the voom he sald:
“How delighted 1 am to see you asaln,

She had &afd: “Why, Mr. Hawker, i
was so charming In you to come.”

It did not appear that Hawker's
tongue eould wag te his purpose. The
girl seemed mn her mind 1o be frantjc-
flly shufling her pack of social receipts
and finding nome of them to meet this
situation. Finally Hawker sald that
he thought hearts at war was a very
good play.

“Did yon?* she said in surprise, "1
thought it much lke the others!

“Well, so did 1." he cried hastlly.
e same figures moving around in
the mud of modern confusion. 1 really
didn’t intend to say that I llked it
Fact is— meeting you has rathen
moved me out of my mental track”

“Mental track?” she said. "1 didnt
know colever people had mental tracks,
T thought §t was al privilege of the
theologlans""

“Who told you I was clever?' he
dermanded.

“Why she =rid opening her
eyves wider. “Nobody.”

Hawker smiled and looked upon her
with gratitude. “Of course! “No-
bady!” Thare couldn't be such an Idis
I am sure vou shoull be astonished
to learn that T helieved such an imbe-
cile exinted. But—"'

“Oh" she sald.

“Put I think you might have spoken

=

ovrll le=s hlaptls.”

“Well,” she safd, afier wavering for
a time, “you are cléver, aren’'t you?"

“Certainly,'" he answered. reassur-
ingly. )

“Well, then?" she retorteid, with tri-
umph In her tone. And this Interrdga-
tion npparentl» was th her the final
victorious argument.

At his discomfiture Hawker grinned.

“You haven't asked news of Stan-
Iew.,” he said. “Why didn't you ask
news af Stanlsy?"”

“Oh, and how was he?"

“The last 1 saw of him he stowml
down at the end of the pasture—the
pasiure, you knovw—wagging his tall
in blissful anticlpation of an Invitation
to come with me, and when it finally
dawned upon him that he was not to
receive i, he turned and went back
toward the house ‘like & man suddenly
stricken with age,' as the story writ-
ers elogquently say. Foor old dog.”

*And you left him?" she sald with
reproach. Then she asked:

“Do you remember how he amused
;ou\playing with the ants at the falls?"

Nt

“Why, h= did. He pawed at the
moss and you =at there laughing. I
remember distinetly.”

“You remember distinetly? -Why, I
thought—well, your bDack was turnsd
you know. Your gaze was fixed upon
=zomething before you, and you were
utterly lost to the rest of the world.
You could not have known if Stunley
pawed the moss, and I laughed. So,
vou See, you are mistaken. A= g
matter of fact, I utterly deny that
Stanley pawed the moss or that T
laughed or that any anis appeared at
the falis at all"

“I have always said that yvou should
have been a Chinese soldier of for-
tune,"” =he observed musingly. “Your
daring and ingenuity would be prized
by the Chilnesa'

*There are innumerahle tobacco jars
in China,"” he suld, measuripg the ad-
vantages, “Moreover, there {8 no per-
spetive. You don't have to walk
two miles {0 see a friend. No. He
Is alway# there néar you, so that you
cun't move a chalr without hitting your
distant friepd. You—'

“Did Hollie remain as attentive as
ever to the Worcester girlg?”

“Yes, of coturse. As attentive as ever
Drageed me Into all manner of tennis
mames”—

“Why, I thought you loved to play
tennis ™

O, well"— =ald Hawker,
until you leit”

“My sister has gone to the park with
the chiidren. I know she will be vexed
when she finds that you have called.”

Ultimately, Hawker satd: "Do you
remember our ride behind my father's
oxen?T

“No,”” she apswered, *I had forgo!-
ten it completely. Did we ride behind
your father's oxen?”

Alter a moment he. gald: “That re-
miark would & prized by “he Chinese,
We did, And you most graciously pro-
fessed to onjoy ., which earned my
deep grititude and admliration. For
no one knows better than 1" he added
meekly, “loat it 8 no great comfort or
plea.su{r: to ride behind my fathers
oxen.”

She smiled retrospectively. “Do sou
remember how the people on ‘the porch
hurried to the rulling?”

CHAPTER XXVII. .

Near the door, the stout proprietrass
sat entrenchid behind the cash-desk i
& Parisian manner. Bhe looked with
practios=d dmabillty at her puesis who
dinsd nolsily and with great fire, dis-
cussing momentous problems furioasly,
making wild maniacal gestiures thyough
thi ¢igurette smike. Meanwhile the
1Mtle hundful of walters ran o and fro
wildly. Imptious and tmportunits
criss rang ai them from sl dirociions.
“Crustave! Adolphe!” Thelr f{aces ex-
pressied o setiled despatr. They so-
swered cdlls, commands, oaths, In a
semi-dissracted  flesting among the
tibles as if pursued by some dodging
animal. Their breaths came in gasps.
1f they had been conviel lborers they
could not have gurveyed thelr positicas
with countenanees of more uns -
able injury. 'Withal, they carrie -
crediblie masses of dishes and threaded
their ways with skHl. They served
people with such speed and violence
that it often resembBled o personal az-
sanlt. They strack two blows ot a

“I did

| talle and léfr dhers o knife and o fork.

£

{ Then came the viands inia veiley-

clatter of this busitiess was [ and

bewilderingly raphl Hke the galop of |

4 thousand horses,

In a remote cornér a Loand of mando-
lins and gultars played ths long, Sfweop-
ing, mad melody of a Spanish walte It
scemed (o 20 tingling 14 the Lotrts of
many of the'dinerss. Thelr cyes glittered
with enlhuosiism, wikh abandon, wih
deviltry. They swung thMr heads from
aslde to side in ryhihmic movernent.
High in alr curled the smoke fiom the
ismumerable clrgareties, The long,
biack claret bottles were in clusiers
upon the ables. At the end of “he
ball, ¢wo men with maudiin gring aang
the walts uproarously, but alwiys a
trifie belsted. -

An unsteady person leaning bLack (n
his chalr (o murmur swift comgplalnis
o8 wosngn ot oap table, suddeniy
sprawled  out upon the floor. He

to his feet and turped to
the escort of the woman, h=atedly
biaming him for -mg-tuum
anged o

icoked forth |

The :

formidable.

! ! ping horses, the
volces of the brawlers, guve the whale
thing the quality of war.

Thers were two men in e cafe who
sermed to De trapguil. Hollnnden care-
fully stacked one lump of sugar upon
another In the middld of his saucer gnd
poursd cognsc over them. He tonched
& mateh to the cognac, and the biuc
and yellow flames eddied in the saucer,
1 wonder what these two fools dre
bellorving at?’ he seid, turning about
“rpitably : ;-

“Hanged if I know,” muttered Hzw-
ker in reply. "This nlace mikes me
weary anyhow, Hear the blooming

n. ] :

“What's the matter?” sald Hollanden,
*“You. used 1o say this wans thée onpe
natural, the one truly Bohemian  re-
sort, in the city, You swore by it." *

“Well 1 don't Hke it so much any
more.."”

“Huo," eried Hollanden. “You're mget-
ting correct—ihat It's exactly, You
will become one of thiége intensely—
look. Hiille, the little one Is golng to |
punch him.™

“No, he jan’'t.. They never do,” sald
Hawker morosely, “Why did you
bring me here Lonight, Haollle?"

“I? 1 bring ¥ou? Good beavens, I
‘tame as & concession tH you. What
are you talldng about? Hi, the Hi-
tle one is golng to punch him—sure?"

He gave the seene his undivided at-
tention for a moment. Then ha turned
again. “You will become correct. 1
know you will. 1 have been watching.
You are about to achleve a respect-
abillty that will make a stone salnt
blush for himsell, What's the mitler
with you? You act as If' you thought
falling in love with & girl was a most
extraordinary  fFoumstance. I wish
they would put those people out,  Of
courase, 1 know that you—thore! Tha
little one has wiped at him' wt jase,”

After a time he resumod his orniion.
“Of course, I know that you are not
reformed in the matier of this uproar
and this remarkable consumption of
had, wine. It is not that, It is a faot
that there are infdicationg that some
ather citizen was lortunate enough to
possess vour napkin before you, and
moresover you are sure that you would
nhate to be caught LBy your correct
friends with such cansomme g front
of you 88 we had tonfght: You have
got an eye suddenty for all kinds of
gilt. Youare in the way of bicoming a
mest unbearable per=on. Oh, look—
the little one and the proprietor are
having it now. You are in the way of

ming a most unbearable person.
Pregently many of your friends will not
be fine enough—in heaven's name, why
don’t they throw him ocut! Arce they
golng to howl and gesticulate thers all
night?”

“Well," said Hawker, * o man would
be o fool if he did like this dinner™

“Certalnly. But what an immaterial
part of the glory of this joint is the
dinner. Who cares about the dinner?
No one comes here to eat—that's what
you always claimed. Well there, at
Iast they are throwing him out. 1 hope
he lands on his head. Roally, vou
know, Billie, it's such a fine thing to
be in love that one Is sure to he g
testabls to Lthe rest of the world, and
that is the resson they ocrented a
proverb to the other efect, You want
to look out.”

“You talk like o blasted old granny,”
said Hewker. YT haven't changed at
all.  The place ds all right. Oniy—>"

“You are gone,” Inferrupted Holian-
den in a sad volee, "It I8 very plain.
You are gone'

CHAPTER XXVII.

The proprieter of the plrce, having
pushed to the street the little men who
may have been the most vehement,
came again and resumgd the discus-
slon with the romainder of the men
of war. Many of these had volunteered
and they were very énduring.

“Yes, you nre gone,™ aafd Hollanden,
with the sobriety of graves Iu the voice, |
“You are gone! Hi!" he cried, “there
i# Luclen Pontige! Hi' Pontlac! Sit
down here!”

A man with a tangle of half and
with that sbout hif “fmouth which |
showed that he had spent many years |
in mamifacturing a proper modesty
with which to bear his greatness, cane |
forward toward them smiling: b

“Hello, Ponusc.” sitd Hollanden. |
“Here's another great palnter. Do
You know Mr. Hawker? Mr. Willlam
Hawker, Mr. Pontiac.” |

“Mr. Hawker—delighted,” said Pon-
tine. “Althoush T have not known son
personally. T ecan assure you that I
have long been a great admirer of your
abilltles.”

The proprietor of the place and the
men of war had at length agreed to
tome o an Amicable understanding.
They drank lguors, while each firmly
but now silently upheld his dignity.”

"Charming place,” said Pontine. ~2o
thoroughly Parisian in spirit. And
from time to time, Mr. Hawker, I use
one of your models. Must say she has
the hest arm and swrist In the universe,
Stunning fAgure—stunning.’

“You mean Florinda?" sald Hawker.

“Yes. That's the name, Vers fine
girl, Lunches with me from time to
time and chatters =0 volubly. That's
how I learned you posed her ocearlon-
ally. If the models didn't gossip, we !
| would never know what palnters were |
addicted to profanity. Now that old
Thorndike—he told me yon sware ks
& drill sergeant if the model winked
N fingerat the oritieal time. Very |
fine girl, Florindn. And honest. too.
Flonest as the devil. Very curious thing,
Of edurse honesty among the =ivl mod-
els 1= VErY common, very common—
quite universal thing, in fact—hnt then,
| it alwaye strikea me as being very cur.

fous, very curlous. Twve been much at-

tracted by your girl, Flerinda.”

“My girl?" sald Hawker,

“Well, she alwiys speaks of you n &
| proprisiary way, yvou know. And then
she considers thit she owes' ¥ou some
kind of obediences and allegiancs and |
devotion. I remember last week 1 said
to her: “You'can go now. Come again
Friday.” But she gald: 'T don't think
I can come Friday. Billle Hawker jn
home now and he may want me then’
Sald 12 ‘The devil 1ake Billle Hawker. |
He hasn't engnged vou for Friduy, has
he? Wsll, then, T engnge yon now,' |
But she shook her head. No, she
couldn’t come 6n Friday. Biillle Haw-
ker was home, and he might want her |
| any day.  “Well, then. sald T, ‘you
have my permission to do as you pleass, |
|slnr.'e you are resolved upon it
way. Go to vou Billle Hawker.” Did)
| ¥you need her an Friday ™" 1

“No ‘sald Hawker.

“Well, then, the minx, I ghall scold
her, Stunning figure—stunning. It wis |
only nst woek that old Chariey Mm-:mr|
stild to me mournfully: ‘“There core no
more goold modals. Geeat Seott, not a |
one' “Yoo're “way off, my boy,' T =ald,
“Thers |8 one good model.' And then T
named your girl. T menn the girl who !
clatms to be vours" |
| “Poor Hitls beéggar” zald Hollanden. |

“Who?" smid Pontinc.

L "Florinda.” answered Hollanden., *I
sunposE—-"

Pontlag interruntad,  “Oh, of course,
lit Is oo bad. Everything is too had.

ATy dear sir. nothing s g0 much to be

regTitted nd the universe. But' this

Florinda & such o sturdy young soul.

Tha W is agalnst her but, hless
| your heart, she Is aqual 1o the hattle,

She Is strong In the manner of a lttls

onild. Why, you don't know thers
'Sha—_—-"_ £
=1 know her very well."
Weu..mmnl you . do,
part T th o don't

but for my

tiac. “She is a

| Btudio

any- |y

annrecinte her
-And stunning |

. Huwker went agsin_to: the
housa of the great windows, he looked
ficut at the colossal chandelier, and per-
coelving that it had pot moved, he
smiled in & certain friendly and fi-
miliar was.

“It must be a fine thing™ gald the
girl dreaumily. “T always feel envious of
that sort of life.

“What sort of life?”

“Why—I don't EKnow exactiy—but
there must be a great deal of freedom
shout I, f went 10 a studlo tea once
and——"

YA studie tea! Merciful heaveas!—
Go o™

“Yes, A studio tea. Den’t you like
them? To be sure, we didnt  Kknow
whether the man could paint very well,
nnd I suppose you think it s an impo-
sitlon for anvone who i not a great
painter to give n tea™

“Go on"

“Well, we had the dearest litle Jap-
atese sérvants and some of the cups
came frrom Algiers and some from Tur-
key and some from—what's the mat-
ter?”

“Go on, Fm not interrupting you.™

“Well, that's all. Exocepting that
evirything was charming in color and
1 thought what a laxy, beautifol tife
the man must lead, lounging in such o
studio, smoking monogramed cigarsites
and remarking how bad all other men
piiinted.”

"Very fascvinating. But—"

“0h, you are going o ask if he could
draw. 'm sure I don't know, but the
tea that he pave was charming.™

“1 was on the verme of telling vou
something of artlst life, but if you
have seen a lot of drppeéries and drank

tom a cup of Algiers, you know alil
about it

_ “You, then, were going to make it
something very  terrible and tell how
young painters struggled, and all that™

“No, not exactly.  But, listen, T sup=
pose. thire = an arvistocerncy  who,
whather they paint well ar paint i,
certninly do give charming Leas, as you
say. and all other kinds of charming
affairs, too, but when | hear people ik
as If that was the whole Mfe, it sort
of makes my hair rise, you know, /I-
canse 1 am sure that as they gt to
know me better and better, they will
see how I fall shorl of that kind of ex-
istence and T shall probiably take a
greal tumble in their estimation. They
might even conclude that 1 cannnt
paint, ‘which Wwould e very unfalr, be-
vause I paint, you know.™

“Well, firoceed then to armnge my
point of view g0 that you shan't tumble
In my estimation when I'discover that
you don’t Jounge in a studio, smolke
monogramed  cigurettes and vemark
how Lpdly the other meh paint.*

“That's it. You've hit it, That's pre
cisely what I wishto do.”

“Besin

“Well, in the first place—"

“Ta the frs? olace—whak ™

“Well, T s=arted 1o siudy when 1 was
Very poor, you understand. Look here,
m teliing you thene things becauss |
wunl you to know, somdébow. It o't
that I'm not ashumed of it Well, I
began very poor daad 1—as o msiter of
favt—I—well, T earmed myself over hadf
the money for my studyving and the
eher hail T bultled and tadgered and
beat out of my poor old dad. T warked
pretty homd in Parfs and I returned
here expecting to become a gregt
padnter at once. I dithn’t though. In
fa¢, 1 hHad my worst moments then.
It lusted for somer years OF course, Jye
faithi and endurance of my father was
by this time worn to a shadow. Tils
time when T nesdel him the most
However, things got a Hitle hetter and
a ttle betier untll [ found thur by

| working quiie hard T could make what
LWas 10w A falr meome. Thai's where

I am now, too,"
m"\'-"ay are you so ashamed of 4his

oy Tt

e paverty.”

YPoverty dan't
ashamed of*"

“Good heavens, hiyve you the temerity
to et off {000 Gid ponemsical remark.
Poverly is everyi@ing fo be ashamed
of. Did wou ever sf= a per=on  not
wemnmed of his povisey? Cértalnly not.
Of courss when a man gets very rhe
he will brag =0 loudly of the povertw
of hig youth that none would ever sun-
po&e thaz he way once d4shamed of it
But he was,"

Tedl, anyvhow, you shouldn't be

of the story you kave jusst

anything o be

wld me.”

“Why ni2? Do you refuse to allow
me the great right of belng like other
men

*1 think It was—brave, you know.*

“Brave—nofisense. Those things are
not brave. Tmpression to that effectd
ertited by e men who have besn
through the mill for the greater glory
of ‘éj.'w men who fiave been through the
midl"

“1 dond like to teqr you talk that
way. It sounds wicked, you know."

“Widl, It cestatnly wasn't hercie T
can remember distinelly thet: there was
mi one heroli moment””

*No, but 't nas—It was"" -

Wil what?''
“Well, sormehow T Tike it, you know.”

CHAPTER XXX.

“There’s three of them,™ sald Grief
in & hoarse whisper,

“Four, T t2ll you!” sald Wrhikies in
a Iow, exciied tone.

“Four:" bLreathed Pennoyer, with de-
¢lsion.

They hsld fierce pantomimic argu-
ment. From the corridor came sounds
of rustling dresses and rapid feminipe
conversation.,

Grief hud his ear to the panel of
thi door.  His hand was stretehed back
waming the others to silence. Pres-
ently he turned hid head and whis-
pered:  “Throe!™

"Four!™ whispered Pennoger
Wrinkles.

_“Hollie Iz there. toy" whispered
Grief. "“Billie Is unlocking the door.
Now, they're golng In, Hear them ery
out. ‘Oh, isn't it lovely!® Jinks!” Ha
began & nolsslesy dance about [he
room. “Jinks, don't I wish T hiad a big
LiE and & littie reputation.
Wouldn't ¥ heve my swell friende cone
to see me and wounldn't I entertzin
'sm,” Ha adopted a deseriptive man-
ner and with his forofinger indicated
varionds blunk spaces  of the wall
“Here's a !ttle thing T did In Brittany.
Peasant woman In sabots, This brown
part here n the pegsant woman and
thoze tswwo white things are sabots
Peasant woinan in sahots, don't you
gee? Women in Brittany of course all
wear snbois, you updoerstand. Convon-
lencie of the paintera. T see yon are
Inoking at that Hitle thing -7 did in
orocco. Al you admirs ItT  Well,
not so- bad—not so biad, Arab smoking
pipe _mquntting in doorwpy. This long
streak here [ the plpe. Clever, you
say? Oh, thanks. You are too kind
Wall, all Arahs do that, o know, Saje

i Convenlence of the paint-
ETH. , this Httle thing here T did
In Venice. Grand canal, yon Eknow.
Gondolier learning on' his oar. Con=
vomienece of the painters. Ol ves,
American subjects aro well encush, bt
hard te Ond, you know. hard to find,
Morooeo, Venice, Brittany, Holland—
all ablaze with color, you kaow —junint
form—all that. We are so hideounsly
modern over here.  And besldes nobody

il

hoe painted us much. How the davil |

can I paint Americn when noboidy hns
dione it before me? My dear sirn,
you aware that that would be orlg-
inallty 7 Geod heavens! We ars not
aesthetle, you understand. Oh, yes,
some sond mind comes along and un-
derstands o thing and does it and after
that It is sesthotic—ves of courss, ot
then—well—now, here s a little Hol-
land thing of mine—it—"

The others had svidently not been

;'Bl"" ker to his coffee | his

“Haw- | from Elay

1 And T tell 1 scantored: One
dm with: L‘#ﬂ was 8 piach—
a peach.”

“Oh, Lord,” groaned the others, envi-
ously. “Eillie's in luck.” -~

“"How do you know?" sald Wrinkles
“Bilile is a blamed good fellow bus thad
doesn't siy the'll care for Him—more
likely atshe wen's"

Ther #st again jn silence, grinning
and fistening 10 tae murmnr of voloes

Thers came the sound of a step (n the
HaH-way. Tt cessed at a point oppo-
sit= the door of Hawker's studin, Pres-
encly It could not Ge heard again. Flor-
fnt'a enteted the den. “Hello!™ she
cried. “Who s over in Bilde's place.
1 was just going to Krock—" =

They motiomed at her viclentiy. “Sh,
they whispered, Their contenanoes weare
very Impresalve.

“Whatjs the pmtter with wou fel-
Tomws? mil Florinda in 'her ordinary
ione.  Whersapon they made gestues
of alil greater wikiness. “'Sh-s-ah"

Florda lowered Dor volee properly.
HWho is over thero?™ )

vSome swelis,” they whisoered.

Fiorinda bhended her head. Presepdly
she gave a Hitle stirt. “Who is over
theres" Her volee became 4 tone of
deep owe. “Shal”

Wrinkles antt ¢€igief exchanged a
swilt gloneo. Peanoyer sall grufly:
“Who do you mean?’

“Why." sall Ficclnda, “you km.:\t‘.
She. Thr—the git] e Bilce Hkee?

Pennoyer eaitatad for o moment atd
then enid wraghfuily: “Of course ehe
& Who o you s'poss?"

Oh' sald Floringa. Sks ‘tock &
seut upon divan which was private-
iy a coal bodand unbuttoned her Jacket
Wt the throat. “I= she—le she very
handscme, Wrink?” ‘

Wrinkles repdied stoutly, ""No®

Grief =afl; "Lel's make =5 snesk
down ¢he hall to the Ldtle unooduplei
ropm. at (e front of thee bn;ldimr_:md
look from the window there. "“hen
they go out we can plpe “em off

“Oome on!'t ey excsaimed, accepting
aovepting this plan with giee.

We:;nkles f_\uefmd the door and seemed
tov glide away, When fte suddesoy inrhed
and shook his head. It's deed wromg
he =ald, ashamed.

“oh, go on' ergerly whlspered  the
others. Presently they stole pattering
down the torrido ning, exclatming
and  castionineg eact otiwr.

At The window Peomoyor sabd: “Now,
for neaven's rake, don’t let them #
you. Be carefil, Grief, you'll m::nh-!‘-.
Lot lwan on me that way, Wriak,
Think I'm o barn-door? Look  out!
Hers they (ome! Don't let them ses
you'! Keep back!”

“-g-0h! sid Crief. “Tailk about a
wack, Well 1 should say =o0." .
: Florinda’s fingers <ore at Wrinkles
genve, Wrink! Wrink! Is thot
Is that hi=r? Om the left of BY-
T= that her? “Vrink!"™
Yes. Stop pinching me,
That's her. Are you

COIA
her?
e

What?
Yes, 1T tell yén
deat?

CHAPTER XXXL

In the evening Pennoyer conducted
Florinds to the fat of many fire €s-
cipes. After a pericd of silént tramp-
ing through the great goiden avinue
and the street that wis heing repalred,
she sald; “Peany, you are very zood
to me"

“Why?" sild Peanoyer.

“0Oh, becguse you f}m !_F‘nu—ynu are
r pod to me, eany.
‘{‘:‘);t.(s-!. guess I'm not killlag my-
selr™

“There lsn’t many

“NoT"*

“No;
you, Peanny.
thing amd you just

fellows Hke @ou”™

ihera fsp’l many fellows like
I tell you most every-
fisten nnd don't

because you know that it—because y?::.
know that It ean't ba helped anyhow !

“Oh. nonsenss, you kid. Almost any-

s would be glud to” !

h{!})’«nm'. ‘l.'lo you think she ig very
beautiful?* TFlorinda’s voice had a
singular quallty of awe in it

“Well,” replied Fennoyer,
Enow."

Yoo vou do,  Penny.
tell me.”

= \!.'r_vil']:l—II -

“3o ahead.

"ﬁ‘lell. she is rather handsome, ¥ou
know.”

e

“T don't

(o ahead and

sald Florinda, dejectedly, i ¢
supposs she j=" After a Lme shs
cleared her thront and indiferently re
muricedd, 1 suppose Billle carea a lot

for her?™

way." _

"{Thy. of course he does.' Insisted
Florinda. *What do you mean by ‘in
a way? You know very .r\'ell that
Billie thinks his eyes of her

“No, I don't.”

“wyes, you doi you know you do. You
are talking In that way just 1o brace
me up: you know you are.

“No, I'm not.”

“Penny,” =ald Florindn, Lhankf_::ll:.-.
“whind makes vou 80 good to me?

“0Oh, T guess I'm not =0 astnpiahingiy
good to you. Don't he silly"

“Hut you ars good to me, Panny.
Yyou don't make fun of me the Way—
the wayv the other boys would. ¥ou
are just as good as you can l:a—i‘n!t
you do think she Is benutiful. don't
you?" N

“They wouldn't make fun of you,
said Pennoyer.

“But you (o think she I8 beautli-

vy
m'l'i.rmlc heps, Splutter, st up on thar,
will you. You Kkeep harping on one
string all the time. Don’t bother me.

“But, honest now. Fenny. You do
| think she is beautiful?”

“Well, then, confound
‘\’n"l

“0Oh, yes, you do, Penny, Go ahead
now. Don't deny it jusl Because you
are talklng to me, Own up now, Pen-
ny. You Jdo think she s beautiful 7

wywell,” sald Pennoyer, in & dull roar
of irritation, “do you?"

Fiorinda walked in silénces hor eyes

it—no! No!

upon the yellow flashes which lights
In the ond she |

senl to the pavement
snid; “Ves'

“Yes, what? iuid Pennoyer, sharply.

swas ghe— yes, she |s—heautifel”

swall, then?" erisd Pennoyer, abrupt=
1y closing the discussion.

Florindn announced something as a
faet, “Billle thinks his eyes of her”

“How do you kaow he does?”

“mon't scold at me, Penny! You—

on—"
v “I'm not scolding &t you. There.
Wihit o go0se you are, Spiutter. Don't
| for heaven's sake go to whimpering on
| the street. I didn’l «ay anything to
| make you feel that way. Come, pull
yourself togethar.”

“T'm-not whimpering.™

“No, of course you are nst, hut then
sou [oak as If you were on the edge
Lof 1t. What a little idiot.”

CHAPTER XXXIL.

When the snow fell upomn the cleshing
1ife of the ciiy, the oxiled stunes, beaten
by myriad strange feet, were told of
the dark sllent forests where the flakes
ewept through the Themlocks and
swished t0ftly against the boulders

In his studle, Hawker'smoked a pipe.
| cinsping his knee with thoughiful iater-
locked fl . He was gazing sourly
at his finizhed plciure. Onece he started
to his feet with u cry of vexation.
Looking back over his ahoulder, he
swore an ipsult ioto the face of the
pieture.  Heo paced to and fro smoking
belllgerently and from time to time eye-
Ing it. The helpiess thing remained
upon the easel fnolng him.

When Hollanden entéred he stopped
nbrugily at sight of the great scowl
“wWhat's wring now 7 he sald.

Hawker ges - #t the ploture.
*Thit dunce of a thing! It makes me

| tired? 1t isp't worth a hang. Blame
JT T

chumy ! .
" Hawker croomed dismaliy. “I can't
patnt. T can’t oalnt for a damn. I'm
o good. What in thunder was 1 In-
‘vented for, anyhow, Hollle?™ 5

wYou're a fool)” said Hollanden. “L
hope <o die if I evir saw such & com-
plete idiot. You give me A paln Just
Bbocaunse she don't—"

“] know well enough the doesn’t eara
4 hang for me. If lsn't that. It is be-
capse—it 18 becnuse I can't paint, Look
at that thing over there. Remember tha

: and energy I—damn the
thing."

“Why ¢1d yon have a row
asked Hollanden perplexed.
k—“ow.-__-' . -r

“¥No, of course, you dign't know,

with h-\r'.'_"
“1 don't

nrezue with me and tell me I'm a fool |

~Oh, 1 imagine that he does—in al

cried Hawker, snegring: “Heeause
had no row. Ft lsn't that, I-tell ol
FHut I know wall enough™—. H= shoolt
| his fist veguely. — That she don't care
an old tomato can for me. Why should
she™ he demanded with a curious de-
flapree. “In the name of heaven, why

shoald she™™

“f dow't koow,” said Hollunden. I
don't knew, I'm sure, But'then, women
haye no apeckitl Joghs, This I the great
bléssing of the world. There is only
one thing which is superior to the mui-
tiplicity of soclal forms and that s a
wonan's mind—a young woman's miml,
Ch, of vourze, sumetimes they are log-
jorl, but let a woman be s6 once amd
she will revent of 1t to the end of her
diys. The siafety of the world’s bal-
ance lies In woman's illogical thind, I
think"—

“Gor o blages,”” said Hawker, "1 don't
cars what vou think. 1 am sure of one
thing anil that ig that she doesn’t care
s hang ur ma"

“f think,"” HoHanden continoed, “that
soclety is doing very well In its work
of bravely lawing away it natore, but
there 8 one fmmovable thing—a wom-
an’s lHoglcnt mind. ‘That s our safe
Thank hesven, it"'——

“Go to blazes,” said Hawker again.

CHAFPTER XXXIIL

Az Hawker entered aguln the room
of the great windows he glanced in
sldejong, bitterness at the chandelier,
When he was seatad, he looked a8t It in
open deffance and latred,

I came o tell you.” he began. T
came o tell you that pertaps [ am go-
ing awsy.”

“Going awny " she orisl,

JWell, T don’'t know—uite. You see,
I am rither indefinite as set. 1 thought
of going for the winter somewhers in
the southern states, [ am decided
merely this much., you know—I xm go-
ing semewhere, But 1 don't know just
where, 'Way off, anyrhow."

“We sghall be very gorry (o lose you™
she remarked. “We"

“Amd | thought,” he continued, “that
I would come nnd say ‘udios” pow for
fear that 1 might leave very suddenly
1 do that sometimes. I'm narald you
will forget me yvery soon, but I want to
tell you that™—

“Why." said the mirl in some sur-
prigi, “you speak as if you were going
for ail time! Yeu surely do not mesn
to ntterly desert New York™

“1 thinY you misunderstand me"”  he
sald, "I give this important air to my
farewell to Fyou becnuse o me It s n
very important cvent. Perhups you
recollect that once I told you that I
cared for you. Well, I still care for
vou, and so I can only go AWaAy S0me-
wherns—some place ‘way of—where—
where—gea™

“New York s a very larze place”
ehe observed.
| “Yes, New York isa very large—how
| good of you to remind me PFut then
yYou don't understand, You can't un-
derstand. 1 know I ean find no nlacs
where I will cease {0 remember you,
but then T can find some nlave where
I will cease to remember In a way that
I am myself. 1 shall never try to for-
get you. Thase two viblets, you know
—one 1 fonnd near the tennis court
and the other you gave me, you r=-
member—1 shall take them with me.

“Here," sald the girl, tugging st her
gown for o moment. “Here. Hire'n
& third one.”™ She threw a vioket
ward him.

“H you were nobt s0 serenely inso-
lent,” zald Hawker, “1T would
that you felt sorrv for me. I don't wish
yvau to feel sorry for me. And | don't
wish to he melodramatic. ' know &t {3
all . comymonglnce enough, and 1 Jdidy’
menn to act like a tenor, Please don’
pity me

“1 don’t,” she replied.
violel a lrtle fding.
Hawker lifted his head suddeniy and

glowerad al her. “No, you don't,

Ut last said, slowly, “you don't. Mors-
over, there e no renson why you should
tske the trouble H—

He paused, whan the girl leatied
| peered over tlie arm of her chafr
cissly in the manmer of a child at

brink of a fountain. “There's
| ¥iolet on the fAoor,"” she sald,

treated it quite contsmiptuou=ly, didn's
you ™

“Yer" Tométhyr they stared at
violet. Finally he stooped and took it

fn hix fingers, T feel ne if this third
one was pelredd at me, hot [shall keon
it. You are rather o cruel person.
| bat, heaven guard us, that only fastens
A man’s love the more upon o wo-
man.™
She jaughed. “That is pot
good thing to tell a woman'
| “No'" he sald, graveély, it is not:
bat wvet I fopcey thot somebody mas
| have told you previousiy.”

She stred ‘at him and then said, 1
think vou are revenged for my serens
Insolence."

“Great heavens, What an armor.” he
erfed. 1 suppose, after all, I did feel
a triffe ke n fenor when [ first came
| here, but you have chilled it all out
of me. Let's talk upon different top-
|ics’" But he started abraptly to his
Ifest. “No" he seld. “let us po? inlk
| upon différent (opick. [ am not hrave,
II assures you, and {t—it might T
much for me. He held out bhis hand
“Goodd-bye”

“You iire going?"

“Yes, 1 am going. Realiy, I didn'e
think how It would bore yom for me
to come around here and croak in this
fashion.”

“Anid you are mot coming back for a
Iong, long time?"”

“Not for a long, ong time” (Hs
mimicéd her tone) T have the three
violets now, you kKnow, and you must
remember that 1 took the third one
even when you flung It at my head,
That will remind you how submissive
1 wax in my devotion. When you recall
the twao others, It will reming you of
what I fonl I was, Dare say, you won t
mlss three violets?"

*Particularly the one you flung at
my head, That violet was certainly
freely given”

“1 didn‘t fling it at your head.” Sha
pondersd for o time with her syes
upon the fMoor. Then she murmured:
“No more freely given than the one
| I grve you that night—thiat night at
the Inn™

“Ho very good of you to tell me so*

Her eves were stlll upon the foor,

“Po you know.” ssid Hawker, it ia
very hard to go sway and leave an
fmpression In your mind that I am a
fool; that I very hard. Now, r¥ou do
think I &8m a fool, din't you?’

She remained silent.  Once she Hifted
ber eves and zave him a swift look
with much ing Con in It

“Now you wre enrazed. Well, what
have I done?”

It seemed that some umuit was n
her mind for she cried out to him at
last in sudden tearfulpesa: “Oh, do go,
Go. Please. I want you to go.” TUn-
der this swift change Hawker ap-
peared as & man struck from the sky.
He sprang to his fest, took two sleps
forward and =poke u word, which was

Fe

~"Whern

to=

~
She gave the

tha

| a very

3




